132                  VERSES AND FRAGMENTS

To seek for new Joy,
But I met with scorn."

SOFT    SNOW

I walked abroad in a snowy day:
I ask'd the soft snow with me to play:
She play'd & she melted in all iher prime,
And the winter call'd it a dreadful crime.

AN    ANCIENT    PROVERB

Remove away that black'ning church;
Remove away that marriage hearse:
Remove away that place of blood:
You'll quite remove the ancient curse.

TO     MY    MIRTLE

To a lovely mirtle bound,
Blossoms show'ring all around,
O, how sick & weary I
Underneath my mirtle lie.
Why should I be bound to thee,
O, my lovely mirtle tree?

MERLIST  S     PROPHECY

The harvest shall flourish in wintry weather
When two virginities meet together: